AMINTA TO HER LORD,

Ltadon house, under charge of her maid Carstairs. Th$
affairs of the household were stated very succinctly, the
drawer for labelled keys, whatever pertained to her
management, in London or at Great Marlow.

" She's cool," Lady Charlotte said, after reading out the
orderly array of items, in a tone of rasping irony, to con-
vince her brother he was well rid of a heartless wench.

Aminta's written statement of those items were stabs
at the home she had given him, a flashed picture of his
loss, Nothing written by her touched him to pierce him
ao shrewdly; nothing could have brought him so closely
the breathing image in the flesh of the woman now a
t phantom for him.

" Will she be expecting you to answer, Eowsley ?"
" Will that forked tongue cease hissing!" he shouted,
in the agony of a strong man convulsed both to render and
conceal the terrible, shameful, unexampled gush of tears.

Lady Charlotte beheld her bleeding giant, She would
rather have seen the brother of her love grimace in
woman's manner than let loose those rolling big drops
down the face of a rock. The big sob shook him, and
she was shaken to the dust by the sight. Now she was
advised by her deep affection for her brother to sit
patient and dumb, behind shaded eyes: praising in her
heart the incomparable force of the man's love of the
woman contrasted with the puling inclinations of the
woman for the man.

Neither opened mouth when they separated, She
pressed and kissed a large nerveless hand. Lord Ormont
stood up to bow her forth. His ruddied skin had gone
to pallor resembling the berg of ice on the edge of Arctic
seas, when sunlight has fallen away from it.